
The Tragedy of Hamlec 

Now what my love is proofe hath made you know, t 

And as my love is ciz’d my teare is lo : 

Where love is great, the littleft doubts are feare ; 

Where little fears grow great. great love grows there. 

■K/Kf.Faith I mull leave thee love, and inortly toQ, 

My operant powers their functions leave to doe, 

And thou (halt livein this faire world behind. 

Honour’d, belov’d, and haply one as kind 
For husband fhaltthou. 

Quee. O confound the reft 1 
Such love muft needs be trealbn in my bread- 
In fecond husband let me be accurft, 

None wed the fecond but who kill’d the firft ; //^w.That's 

The inftances that fecond marriage move wormwood. 

Are bafe refpe&s of thrift, but none of love : 

A fecond time I kill my husband dead 
When fecond husband kifles me in bed. 

King. I do beleeve you thinke what now you (peak. 

But what we doe determine oft we breake, 

Purpofe is but the (lave to memory, 

Of violent birth, but poore validity; 

Which now the fruit unripe ftickes on the tree, 

But fall unfhaken when they mellow be- 
Moft neceflary ’tis that we forget 
T o pay our felves what to our (elves is debt ; 

What to our felves in paflion we propofe. 

The paflion ending doth the purpole lofe ; 

The violence of cither griefe or joy 

Their owne ena$ures with themfelvesdeftroy ; 

Where joy moftrevells griefe doth moft lament : 

Griefe joy, joy griefes,on (lender accident. 

This world is not for aye, nor ’tis not ftrange, 

That even our loves fhould with our fortunes change: 

For ’tis a queftion left us yet to prove, 

W hether love lead fortune, or elfe fortune love. 

The great man downe, you marke his favourite flies. 

The poore advanc’d makes friends of enemies: 

And hitherto doth love on fortune tend. 

For 
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frince of Dcnmarke- 

For who not needs fhall never lacke a friend", 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

Direftly fealons him his enemy- 
But orderly toend where I begun. 

Our wills and fates doe lb contrary run, 

That our devices dill are overthrowne : 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our owne. 

So thinke thou wilt no fecond husband wed. 

But dye thy thought^ when thy firft Lord is dead- 
Otftfc.Nor earth to me give food, nix heaven light, 

Sprat and repofe locke from me day and nighs, 

To defperationturne my truft and hope. 

And Anchors cheere in prifon be my fcope, 

Each oppofitethat blankes the face ofjoy. 

Meet what I would have well, and it deftroy; 

Both here and hence purfne me lading ftrife, //Ww.Ifflie fhould 
If once I be a widow, ever 1 be a wife. break it now. 

King. ’Tis deeply (worne rfweet leave me here a while. 

My fpirits grow dull, and faine I would beguile 
The tedious day with deep. 

Quee Sleep rocke thy braine, _ 

And never come mifehancebetweene us twaine- Exeunt. 

Ham. Madam, how like you this play ? 

Quee. The Lady doth proteft too much me thinkes- 
Ham.O but fhee’llkeepe her word. . 

Kin Have you heard the argument ? i s there no offence in t r 
Ham. No, no, they doe but jeft,poifon in jeft, no offence i th 
King. What doe you call the play ? (world- 

Ham . The Moufe-trap ; marry how ? tropicalIy.This play is the 
image of a murther done in Vienna, Qenz,ag o is the Dukes name, 
his wife Bayttfia, you fhall fee anon, ’tis a knavifh piece of work* 
but what of that ? your Majeftie and we (ball have free (bules, it 
touches us not ; let the galled jade winch , our withers are un- 
wrung. This is one Luciantu Nephew to the King. 

Enter Luciantu . / 

Ophel. You areas good as a Chertu my Lord. 

Ham I could interpret betweene you and your love 
If I could fee the puppits dallying. 












